Seeing My Faith Story Come Full Circle 



Special God Moments during o Recent Mission Trip 

Recently I coordinated a trip to Houston, Texas after Hurricane Ike. I am an Associate in 
Ministry (AIM) serving in the area of Youth and Family Ministry at Spirit of Joy Lutheran 
Church (ELCA) in the Charlotte, NC area. Not only did I grow up in Houston, but in the 
congregation where I serve there are several families who have roots or connections there, so it 
was a natural question in the days after the storm for our faith family to ask, "How can we help? 
What can we do?" Our congregation got organized, and contacted both St. Timothy Lutheran 
Church (LC-MS) and a Christian school in Houston where my cousin serves as a teacher, and we 
began making our travel plans. 

In the weeks leading up to our trip, our congregation raised just over $600 in donations 
which qualified for Care in Congregations matching funds. In addition, the Thrivent regional 
office offered an additional $2000 in gift money to be used for rebuilding efforts in Texas. We 
also collected what we called "Buckets of Hope", which were cleaning buckets filled with mops, 
cleaning solutions, towels, etc. for families whose homes were flooded during the storm. 
Scheduling conflicts allowed for only four workers to travel to Houston, but little did we know 
what God had been planning for not only us, but me especially. Our work days were made up of 
repairing roofs that were damaged during the storm, helping with food and water distributions at 
FEMA sites and helping two single moms — one who lives in a mobile home, the other in a single 
family home — but neither have homeowner's insurance. 

St. Timothy partners with an organization called Lutheran Inner City Network Coalition 
(LINC) of Houston, and so we planned to work together with volunteers from St. Timothy and 
from LINC. In making plans for our trip, I learned that LINC has its offices in the congregation 
my family attended as a child in a once growing Northwest Houston suburb. I was excited to 
come back home to the church I was so fond of as a child, because it is the place where I learned 
the stories of people like Moses, Abraham, Elijah and Paul. It was in this church that I learned 
how to pray and how to worship and was confirmed. It was where my faith was nurtured and 
where I was groomed for ministry. It is also a place that was once a young, vibrant, thriving 
congregation. But when I arrived there, I was taken back at the how much the congregation had 
changed. Sadly, it has dramatically declined in recent years and was very close to closing its 
doors. 

Faced with a choice that was dramatically different from the ministry the congregation 
had always been accustomed to, they decided to take a step of faith. Convinced that God wanted 
to do something new in the community, the congregation entered into a partnership with LINC 
and it has transformed the mission and ministry of the congregation. In addition to the many 



other aspects of carrying out an inner city ministry year round, LINC serves not only as a food 
bank distribution point, but in the days after the storm also served as a FEMA distribution center. 

LINC also has a campus ministry at the University of Houston, whose campus pastor had 
been out of the country visiting family when the storm hit. He returned to find three gaping 
holes in his roof which were caused by debris hitting the roof and needed repair. So on our first 
day we journeyed within twenty miles of Galveston Island to repair the holes on a VERY steep 
roof in the rain. 

For me personally, the second day of our trip is what I found to be the most meaningful. 
It was food distribution day at LINC. While we were passing out food to those who now live in 
that transformed community, someone very special walked into the room — one of my childhood 
Sunday School teachers. This was the lady who had not only taught me the stories of the Bible 
and how to pray, but sent me cards and letters when I had gone off to school to study for the 
ministry. I was now standing alongside one of the very women who had a significant role in my 
faith formation as a child, and together we were passing out meals to those who had come for 
food to the place where my faith journey began. It was truly a God moment as we shared faith 
stories and memories together of how God has been active and working in our lives through the 
years. 

The following days in Houston were filled with many awesome God moments also. On 
one occasion we were standing in a trailer home supply store wondering how to get a fifteen foot 
panel of sheetrock to our work site. Then suddenly we heard a contractor who was at the 
checkout counter ahead of us say that he had a twenty foot trailer. In a quiet, still voice God 
said, "Introduce yourself to him and ask if he would help." So we did, and God provided for us 
someone who would transport the materials. As we got talking to the gentleman, it became clear 
that his impression was that we were simply hurricane relief workers in town to make a quick 
dollar and then leave. We quickly explained to him who we were and what we were doing and 
when I offered him a few dollars for his efforts, he declined saying, "I wouldn't know how to 
charge Jesus for what you guys are doing." 

There were many more God moments that happened in the following days, but the most 
exciting thing for me was to serve even for just a day, next to a great woman of faith who helped 
shape, mold and nurture my faith as a child. I am even more thankful that we did it in such a 
familiar place that is largely responsible for my being in ministry today. Thank God for Sunday 
School teachers!!! 

Thank God also for Thrivent, whom without this trip would not have even been 
possible — in more ways than one. You see, in one way or another, I have been a Thrivent 
member for almost twenty years. While I was studying for the ministry, I received financial 
assistance from Aid Association for Lutherans — a predecessor body to the merger — so Thrivent 
has been a part of my faith journey for a very long time. Praise be to God! ! ! ! 



